26                OUT OF MY COFFIN
" Che miracolo ? " said the Pope -
" Which miracle was that ? " said my uncle,
" Of the sock/' she gasped.   " All my life, Your
Holiness, I've suffered terribly with rheumatism.
Having heard that you can perform miracles, when
last year a man came round selling one of your socks,
I paid him five hundred dollars for it.   Since I wore
that sock, Your Holiness, I've had no more rheuma-
tism. Thank you, thank you for the miracle/'
My uncle translated.
" Tell her/' said the Pope, " that she is lucky,
I've worn them all my life and I'm crippled with it/'
At this time my father was persona grata at the
Vatican. He would often go there alone, walk about
its galleries, the library, or wander in its incom-
parably beautiful gardens. He used to make copies
of the paintings. Once he was seated at the top of a
ladder, painting a Raffaello. The ladder slipped;
he was thrown sprawling on the polished floor ; it
had crashed into the frame, missing Raffaello's
canvas by inches.
But my father did not spend all his time, like
Salvatore, at the Vatican. He had a lot to do in
town. It was a gay and intriguing Rome in 1850,
There was the Opera, the Campagna, the drawing-
rooms, the Corso at noon, and above all the many
balls, amongst which, those of the Princess Rospi-
gliosi at the Palazzo of the same name, world-
renowned for its famous fresco painting of the
Aurora by Guido Reni.
My father was a very handsome young man, He
held the power within him to do who knows what ?
He was already known for his wit and sense of
humour. As he ran up the marble stairs of the